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The hot Lord Erskine anns in our offence
His mounted guns, making the" queen more strong
Than had her flight won first its darkling walls
And for a free camp in the general field
Set up her strength within the fortress here
Which serves her now for outwork, while behind
The whole force raised comes trooping to her hand.
In this deep strait that our own hands have dug
And our own follies channelled, to let in
Storm on our sails and shipwreck on our hopes,
My counsel is that whoso may stand fast
Should here in harbour bide his better day,
And we make land who may not; you, my lord,
As by James Melville she solicits you,
May honourably assure your peace with her,
Being speckless in her sight of this man's blood j
We that dipped open hand in it must hence,
And watch the way of the wind and set of storm
Till the sea sink again.

Rutkven.                     Sir, so say I ;

Vou serve not us a whit nor change our chance
By tarrying on our side.    Let no man fly
For our deed's sake but we that made our deed
The witness for us not to be gainsaid
By foe of ours or friend we have on earth.
It was well done ; what else was done, and ill,
We must now bear the stroke of, and devise
Some healing mean in season.    This is sure,
That faith or friendship shall have no long life
Where friendship is engraffed on breach of faith j